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A foursome out of bounds


Contents

Foreword

Prologue - Evening before the Golf Round

Honorary Member of the First Degree: Tore Lundell

Honorary member of the second degree, Steffe Alman

Delegate substitute Niklas Viskos

Honorary member emeritus Tage Pensula

The Golf Round’s Golf Course

At the southern tip of Gotland

The peculiarities of the golf course

Hoburg Golf Club - in a class of its own among golf courses

Golf and «the old man of Hoburg» - Hoburgsgubben -

First section - Front nine

The proper stance

Hoburg Golf Course - a links course where sea meets land

The Foursome

First hole, Butte

Second Hole, Graip

Third Hole, Gunnfjaun

Fourth Hole, Gute

Fifth Hole, Havde

Sixth Hole, Jordstjärna «earthstar»

Seventh Hole, Klinten

Eighth Hole, Bysen

Ninth Hole, Stupet

Second Section: In Round - Back Nine

Under the protective umbrella of the saint

Tenth Hole, Rauken

Eleventh Hole, Druids’ Altar

Twelfth Hole, Rind

Thirteenth Hole, Stenkyrke, Lapis ecclesiae

Strutsarve, Ostrich heritage

An embarrassing intermezzo

Fourteenth Hole, Strabain

Fifteenth Hole, Orion

Sixteenth Hole, Tjelvar

Seventeenth Hole, Väduren (Aries)

Eighteenth Hole, Krutbrännaren

Nineteenth Hole

The Missing Duke

Hole-in-one festivities

Epilogue 1 – Late in the evening after the golf round

Epilogue 2 The Next Day


Is there a theory expressing the idea that golfers have an essence? Or are they all merely constructions, consisting of a multitude of perspectives? Is there possibly a fragmented self? An International Pro with extensive clinical experience in golf has pondered over this.

Hector Glubo knows every phoneme, morpheme, and lexeme that a genuine Gotland golfer can utter when the club doesn’t hit the ball as intended. Synesthesia, a neurological phenomenon involving the linking of two or more senses, occurs relatively frequently in these circles.

Hector Glubo’s written account of a unique foursome out of bounds demonstrates a deep commitment to the boundless freedom and inexhaustible range of a Gotland golf course.

Hector Glubo makes everyone understand themselves as necessary beings. Actually, it is unthinkable that something which once existed with the full force of reality could ever turn into nothingness and then continue throughout all eternity as a void. Every member of the Hoburg Golf Club must then articulate a powerful «fore»!

It is said that The Colonel Bogey March is based on the descending minor third which the original Colonel Bogey whistled instead of yelling «fore» around 1914.

The «Colonel Bogey March» is a popular march that was written in 1914 by Lieutenant F. J. Ricketts (1881--1945), a British army bandmaster who later became director of music for the Royal Marines at Plymouth. By the time Lieutenant J.F. Ricketts wrote «The Colonel Bogey March» in 1914, the fictitious Colonel Bogey was already the presiding spirit of golf links in Britain. The bogey came to mean one over par in golf. Americans began referring to one over Par as a Bogey, much to British chagrin.


Foreword

Anyone who has swum off the southern tip of Gotland on a calm and sunny day, starting from Flisviken, passing Udden, and crossing Rivviken on their way to Rivet, knows how greatly surprised they become when a golf ball suddenly drops into the water right next to them, without the slightest sight of a golfer. One easily believes that this is a South Gotland variant of the «Marteboljus» phenomenon. Even more astonishment arises and quickly turns into amazement when a well-fed seal literally pops up, with gratitude on its lips, greedily devours the golf ball, and returns to its cozy home underwater. One would, of course, keep a safe distance from the edge of the submarine cliff or drop-off or underwater ledge.

For experienced swimmers on this route, however, these incidents are everyday occurrences, just as golf balls are for the seals. When I first experienced this magnificent event in my life as a kite flyer on the water, I was inspired to investigate a plausible explanation further. That, in turn, eventually led me to a position as a highly eminent Pro at Hoburg Golf Club after I learned that I was the first person to successfully enter the exclusive area from the sea without perishing on the Hoburg Bank - the one in the water just outside Udden, not the big one at Stureplan in Stockholm.

After many appeals from both swimmers and golfers, as well as quite a few other individuals with questionable occupations along the way, I have finally found the time ripe to take action. The time has indeed come, it is high time to provide both patricians and plebeians with a highly anticipated insight into a world characterized by determined individuals with both elbows and seemingly unlimited financial resources and business ideas. These considerable resources, however, are balanced by an equally boundless potential for development in golf, which serves as my never-ending source of income.

A few words about the background of the golf course for those interested in defense history. In addition to the REMO (Renovation and Modification) process, eighty Strv 102 tanks were upgraded with new diesel engines and automatic transmissions between 1984 and 1986, significantly improving their mobility. These tanks were designated as Strv 104 and were assigned to Kristianstad Brigade (PB 26). In 1994, when PB 26 was disbanded, sixty of Kristianstad Brigade’s Strv 104 tanks were transferred in 1992 to Södermanland Brigade (MekB 10). In the same year, 1994, they were transferred to Gotland to upgrade and modernize Gotland Brigade (MekB 18). These tanks served at Gotland Brigade until the defense decision of the year 2000. It marked the end of tank training at the brigade, and the Strv 104 tanks were decommissioned and scrapped.

However, a forgotten armored battalion with 24 tanks had been secretly deployed to the strategically important southern tip of Gotland. Due to an administrative oversight, the massive cavern in Hoburgsklippan, equipped with a repair workshop, accommodations, and storage, was not immediately and meticulously filled with concrete and sealed. Instead, it was utilized for a time as a storage facility by Hoburg Motor Stadium.

After a while, political disagreements arose between, on one side, the Nature Party and the Outfield Biologists, known for their annual congresses in tents and sleeping bags for two with mandatory waste sorting, and on the other side, the Construction Movement, Proud Flag, and Farmer’s Land. The Salvation Army’s Southern Gotland Brigade, then stationed in Hemse, provided spiritual strength in the protection of nature.

Despite the Motor Stadium’s board and influential local politicians emphatically emphasizing that regular heavy and intense motor traffic with solid sound effects would only benefit a multi-millennial adaptable nature and environment, there were others who advocated for the small, quiet Gotlandic salamander. Here, one can draw parallels to a contemporary controversial short-term expansion of a North Kalkbrott (limestone quarry) versus a forever damaged environment and water supply.

Motor Stadium, however, wanted to expand northwards towards Sundre Church and had the political wind in their favor for a time. At the same time, the Nature Party and the Outfield Biologists had gathered strength along a defense line just north of the lighthouse: Västergården-Skoge-Klehammarård. Their force consisted of units of small fish, smaller water salamanders, wolf spiders, and Gotlandic snakes. They had assistance in aerial reconnaissance in the form of a squadron of herring gulls from Stora Karlsö, which had the unique capability of well-developed night vision. The somewhat limited fighting capacity and moderate combat value were compensated by a relatively well-equipped mobile reserve, stationed just west of Lillmyr. The strong reserve at Lillmyr indicated an offensive orientation, as did the positioning of line units towards Skoge. Thus, the reserve was sufficient to intercept an attack from Motor Stadium, regardless of the direction of the attack.

Moreover, the reserve had the capability to timely gather for a counterattack in the area that became relevant along the approximately five-kilometer-long Västergård line. The reserve included regular line units of the marsh fritillary butterfly, the marsh fragrant orchid, the yellow-spotted emerald dragonfly, and the broad-bodied chaser. Upon the advice of the Nature Party’s chief ideologist and after receiving favorable situation reports from the herring gulls, the strategically competent commander of the small fish decided to launch a surprising attack against Hoburg Motor Stadium, following the motto «attack is the best defense». It turned out to be a resounding success – Motor Stadium’s poorly equipped and inexperienced forces retreated southwards towards the southern tip on foot in wild panic due to a lack of fuel while facing constant attacks from the swift wolf spiders.

Just like the Russian Admiral Bodisko surrendered to Admiral Cederström in 1809 without a shot being fired, and Bodisko was allowed to sail away freely, Motor Stadium’s leadership now realized that the game was lost and gave up all resistance without a fight. Loads of motor vehicles were lifted onto railway wagons, which had been requisitioned from the state’s carriage sheds in Vamlingbo, and transported to the newly acquired replacement track just outside Visby’s city wall, where preparations for «Ringmuren Runt» (a race around the city wall) immediately began. This competition now coincides with the annual Almedal Carnival and is known for its glamorous political mingling amidst drinks, engine roars, and exhaust fumes.

From these historical events, hardly a trace remains visible at the golf course nowadays. The keen-eyed observer might possibly discern the entrance to the cavern, which has since been carefully concealed and sculpted to resemble a rocky formation, just behind the guardhouse designed to resemble a lamb’s hut, located approximately six hundred meters before the entrance to Hoburg Golf Club.

Allow me to share a few words about myself. I was born and spent my early upbringing in Hädanberg in Ångermanland, most famously known as «Nils in Gryten». There, I was influenced by Laestadianism. In Hädandberg, it is a tradition to always have a fitting proverb at hand for all the changes in life. Children are taught this from the beginning of their schooling: «Learning without morals brings little honor».

Since then, I have lived in Lögdeå and Sörmöje. Worked as a machine milker. All our beginnings are difficult, but it gets better year after year. The next move to Umeå gave me the opportunity for a flight to the big world, at least to Stockholm. There I met Managing Director Steffe Alman, a man with influential contacts and ambitious ideas.

He had a grand project underway on Gotland, a new luxurious golf course with an accompanying clubhouse by the sea, catering to the international cream of the well-to-do and willing to pay. Businessmen who appreciated discretion around their subcultural business ventures: stock market listings, takeover bids, delistings, transparency, stock issuance, profit warnings, insider information, liquidation, or merger - all with due regard for good practice in the stock market.

But such a golf course requires an impressive butler as a golf instructor, an International Pro. I didn’t immediately jump at the opportunity because I had planned to pursue dragon surfing, but after the previously described landing, the offer came back again. It felt like a historic turning point in the life of a former machine milker. To finally realize oneself and become a Pro! Everything will work out if you take it as it comes. The wheel of fortune never stands

A Pro who exudes the same reassuring calm as a machine milker guarantees that every player, after a few training sessions and at a very insignificant cost, can lower their high handicap to, well, almost anything. But a Pro must have an impressive and dignified name. My new alias, Fluke Duffer, with the addition of International Pro, was a suitable stage name according to Managing Director Alman.

My Norrlandic dialect had a significant value as a brand enhancer. My nonexistent knowledge in golf – admittedly a frustrating stumbling block – could be quickly improved dramatically by borrowing a golf instruction DVD from the nearest library. «Add to that my old, well-worn tobacco pipe, and before you stands a confident Center Party leader figure with unwavering calm on the driving range». Striking the right tone is a secure investment.

Despite the name change, I am mindful of my geographical identity. Therefore, I am careful to pronounce my professional first name, Fluke, in the Norrland dialect. With the proper Hädanberg accent, exactly as it is spelled. Without any hint of an English pronunciation like Flook. To those who call me that, I gently correct them, stating that my name is FLUKE.

My journey in class is not longer than this. I received a good piece of advice before my debut as a Pro: if you can’t convince them, confuse them. As it has turned out, it was very good advice. Better to have goals in mind than gold in the purse.

There are writers whom the author Hjalmar Söderberg characterized as telling true stories in such a way that they please through their improbability. And then there is another writing style characterized by telling improbable stories in such a way that the reader believes every word.

We must not forget the third and undoubtedly most sophisticated authorship - often found in literature prize winners of great stature - the writing art that consistently swears by lies and damned fiction and therefore demands to be believed.

When I, with some hesitation, place this book in the hands of my swinging golf friends, regardless of their challenging handicaps, all you worldly men with a sharp tongue, I just want to say that if the book points out something sick about golf, it certainly doesn’t propose any remedy. I quote a famous finance tycoon when his life’s work crumbled under the club’s dull sound, «Hink robbur exekuritas», or in Swedish, «What do I get for the bucket?»

My profound familiarity with golf terminology has earned considerable respect for me. At the exclusive Hoburg Golf Club, competent professional golf trainers are as common as herds of elk. So, when occasional controversial and unpredictable situations arise, a seasoned pro resolves them with a friendly yet firm forehand volley to the general satisfaction of all.

A Pro with my Norrland dialect builds trust and also gets to hear confidences. So, take this book for what it is. The reader acquires, for an affordable green fee, unique knowledge about the essential elements required of a golfer to achieve success on and off the golf course, for instance, at the watering hole after completing a round.

If I must characterize this intricate novel in a few words, the following can be said: It provides a rhapsodic depiction of problematic golf and life destinies, filled with bold humor, thus filling a significant void in every true golfer’s inner life.

Yours faithfully, Fluke Duffer, International Pro and former machine milker.
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